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^Tbe ctmtemim oftbewofmoumoufes, 

£*.Oh Henry , reuetfo the (borne of gentle Suffolkes banflh- 
ment. 

King. VngenUe Queeneto call him gentle Sufolhe. 

Speake not for him.for in England he fhafl net reft. 

If I fay, I may relent, but if I iweare.it is irreuocabic. 

Come good w«nvic(e,and go thou in with me. 

For I haue great matters to impart to thee. 

Exit King.audtPartvicke, Manet Qu.mdSujfdlke. 

Queene. Hell fire and vengeance go along with you. 

There’s two of you, the diuell make rhe third, 

Fie womanifo man,canft thou not curfethy enemies ? 

Suf. A plague vpon them, wherefore fhould I curfe them t 
Could curfe* kill as do the Mandrakes grones, 

I would inuent as many bitter termes, 

Deliucred ftrongly through my fixed teeth. 

With twice fo many fignes of deadly hate. 

As leane fac d enuy in her loathfome caue. 

My tongue fhould ftumble inmine earneft words 
Mine eyes fhould fparkle like the beaten flint. 

My haire be fixt on end, as onediftraughr. 

And euery ioynt fhould feeme to curfe and ban. 

And no w me- thinkes my burthened heart would breaks. 
Should I not curfe themvPoifon be their drinke. 

Gall worfe then gall.the daintieft thing they tafte. 

Their fweeteft fhade a groue of Cyprefle trees. 

Their fofteft touch as finart as lyzards flings. 

Their muficke frightfull.Iike the ferpents hifle. 

And boding fcritch-owles make the confort full. 

All the foule terrors in darke feated hell. 

Qu Enough fweecewS«^%,thou torments thy felfc. 

Saff. You bad me ban, and Will you bid me ceafe ? 

Now by this ground that I am banifht from. 

Well could I curfeaway a winters night, : 

And (landing naked on aMountaine top. 

Where by ting cold would neuer let grafle grow 

Andthinkcitbutaminutefpentinlportc * 

Queene. 



Yorkeattd Laneatfer. 

No mo rc .S weett S«/<. hie thee hence to France 
Or hue where tbou wilt within this worlds elobe ’ 

lie hau- an Irifh that fhaltfindc thee out, g * 

; And long thou fhalt not ftay.but ilc haue thee repeald 
Or venter to be bamfhed my felfe. v * 

Oh let this kiflfe be printed in thy hand. 

That when thou feeft it,thou maift thinke on me. 

Away I fay .that I may feele my griefe. 

For it is nothing whilft thou ftandeftheere. 

^Thus is poore Sufoll^e ten times banifhed. 

Once by the King, but three times thrice by thee. 

Enter Vamfe. 

QueeneMw now.whithcr goes Fawfe fo faft } 

\Jarvfe.To hgnifie vnto his Maiefty, 

That Cardinall Bervford is at point of death. 

Sometimes heraues and cries as he were mad 
Sometimes he cals vpon Duke Humfrus Ghoft 
And whifpers to his Pillow as to him, 1 

And fometimes he cals to Ipeake vnto the King, 

And I am going to certifie vnto his Grace, 

That euen now he cald aloud for him, 

Queene. Go then good V mfe and certifie the King. 

Oh what is worldly pompe.ali men muft die, ^ 

And woe am I for Bewfords heauy end. 

But why mourne I for him,whilft thou art hcere ? 

Sweete Suffolke hie thee hence to France, 

F ° r '!i hc Kin £ do comc > chou fore muft die. 

And “ 1 g° 1 cannot Hue : but heere to die, 

VVhat were it elfe.but like apleafant flumber in thy lap ? 

Hcere could I breathe my foule into the ayre, 1 * 

« milde and gentle as the new borne babe. 

That dies with mothers dug betweene his lips, 

V j C ^/ ron ? m y % ht ifoould be raging madde, 

^nd call for thee to clofe mine eyes. 


Or with thy lips to flop my dying foule. 
That I might breathe it fo into thy body. 


and 
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